The Happy Farmer. 


AT night with the woodlark I reſt, 
Each morning 1 riſe with the ſame; 
By the note of the nightingale how I am bleſt, 
I laugh at the trumpet, the trumpet of fame. 
My meals without riches are crown'd, | 
air Temperance comes in their ſtead; «+ 
At my table, tho' plenty is found, 
By Virtue my footſleps are led. 
From the top of my primroſy hill, 
How many proud buildings I ſee ! 
Let the Lords of them envy who will, 
My eaſe and my cottage for me. 
I labour, but leave when I pleaſe; 
I ſtudy, but not to my hurt; 
My life is a compound of eaſe, 0 
Avoiding the Courtiers at Court. 


Peace refides in my roof that is low, 
I To give up to pride and fair room; 
No envy, no batred, no malice ſhall grow, 
While love, truth, and eaſe are in bloom. 
Of health, not of tate do I dream; 
So ſweet is my ſleep til T riſe; | 
Dick whiſtles to plough with his team, 7 
And I to my herds with freſh joys. - wr 
I ſmile at my 2 inereaſe, 
In Commerce, Religion, and Arms; 
My hand and my beart—oh ! my heart is for ſuch, 
A Briton, whom Liberty, Lineny Wy 
See Britain's flags, ſtreaming with ſilks, 
Diſplay glory, that each may be free ; 
May Liberty ne er want a WILKEZES,, 
or WII EES ever want Liberty. 
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FOWLER, PRINTER, SALISBURY. 
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